JOURNEY   WITHOUT   END             2ig
And so It came about that during the whole of the long
run of Beau Geste in the West End 1 became once more a
legionnaire, though in a smarter uniform than I had ever
worn in Morocco. During this time I met many interesting
people, for the film became something of a sensation, and
^ there were few members of London society who did not
pay at least one visit. The climax of the run for me was
when I was presented to T.R.H. the Duke and Duchess of
York, now the King and Qjieen. There was one hectic
night when I was seized by members of the Australian
Rugby football team and taken off to their hotel, where I
"was entertained at an elaborate party.
After London, I accompanied the film round the leading
provincial cinemas. At Birmingham I was called a liar in
public by a French consular official, and at Hastings a
Frenchwoman struck me over the head with an umbrella.
Yet I never made any remarks that were damaging to the
French nation. I was merely describing life in a particular
force as I knew it and corroborating the evidence of the
film from my own personal recollections.
But like other good things this tour came to an end, and
once again 1 was left without work and with little prospect
of obtaining it. The luck of seeing that poster asking for
ex-legionnaires had to turn, and I was compelled to seek
shelter once more with the Salvation Army*
One thing I did possess and that was a pair of good strong
boots, which I put under the pillow at night for safety.
But one morning they had disappeared. They must have
dropped on to the floor and been stolen. This was my first
experience of that unpleasant strain in some people of
robbing a man when he's down. A favourite instance is
going through a man's 'Dockets after he has been knocked
silly in a road accident. If ever I wanted to shoot anybody
it was the man who had taken my boots. I reported the
matter to the ensign, who dug out an old pair of canvas
slippers for me, and I went out into the yard.
" Is he in a good temper this morning ? " said a voice,
"Who?"
"Tfcc ensign,"